In that dreadful hour of night

Suddenly there shall be Peace:

A Presence divine shall be with me,

The sound of a Voice,

The touch of a cooling hand:

And stilled by Thee, 0 my Lover, my God,

I shall sleep:

For wherever my need is greatest,

There art Thou nearest, 0 Friend, to help and to save.

HARD and lonely at first is the path of duty,
With deep desolation of spirit,
With stagnation and darkness of mind,
With continuing weariness of body.

Then, dim through the blackness of night,
A Light shall be seen,
Whose feeble beams shall slowly expand
To a new, unguessed-at radiance of joy.

At last

He that despaired shall know Thy presence, 0 God,
Shall know that, having Thee,

He has all things needful and goodly,  in generous
measure.

For in following duty is gained the fulness of life,
And loneliness leads to the Friendship divine.